 PART I:
   Kerri awoke to the gentle kicking from within her swollen belly.  As her peaceful slumber faded, she stretched her arms and let out a wide-mouthed yawn.
   She was glad she had slept in, but decided she was hungry enough to merit getting breakfast.  Gripping the wall-mounted handlebars by her bed, she pulled herself up into a
sitting position.  Slowly, she maneuvered her legs to the side of the bed.  Cradling her bulky
abdomen gently in both arms, she leaned slowly forward.  When most of her mass was above her legs, she slowly straightened her knees and rose to a standing position.

   "Whew!" she thought, "This is getting harder every day!"
   When she got to the ship's galley, she saw that Dawn had already made breakfast, and was still sitting at the table, waiting for her.
   "It looks like everyone else has eaten already."
   "They have," answered Dawn.  She sounded very sleepy.  It was just a lazy kind-of day.
 Kerri finished off what was left of the eggs, sausage, pancakes, and toast.  She ate
almost as much as two full-grown hungry men.  Dawn watched disinterestedly.  Earlier, she had herself eaten just as much, being just as pregnant as Kerri was. Between the two of them and Juanita (who was only 8 months along with one, compared to Kerri's and Dawn's both being 10-and-a-half months pregnant with twins), and the three men on board the ship, there was always a lot of food at mealtimes, and almost always all of it got eaten.
   The two of them sat there, feeling enormous, sleepy, and content. Kerri knew that she had nothing on the duty roster for that day, and decided that what she wanted to do most was go
back to bed.  But for now, she was content to remain lazily in her chair.  Dawn's only duty lately was the operation of the Auto-Kitchen in the galley, so she really had nothing to do until dinnertime. The two of them sat there, pregnant and lethargic.
   Finally Kerri spoke.
   "Well, I'd go back to bed, but I'd have to stand up again.  I guess I'll wait until I
have the energy."
   Dawn let out a long, tired exhale, and replied.
   "I know what you mean.  Maybe we should ask Vic to turn the gravity down a few notches
so we can get around easier."
   Kerri smiled wistfully.
   "Mmmm.  That WOULD be nice.....but we can't."
   "Why not?"
   "I dunno exactly, but somehow low gravity interferes with fetal development.  Low birth weights and atrophied muscles and vitamin deficiencies and stuff like that.  Rick explained it
to me once.  So we just have to put up with being extremely heavy.  At least it won't have to be
for much longer."  Kerri smiled.  She was looking forward to finally giving birth.
   Dawn frowned.
   "Um, it may be longer than we think.  I was talking to Dan about that at brunch.  I asked him if we could give birth soon, and he said we had to wait until we got to a suitable planet."
   "What!?  Why?"
   "Well, the radiation from our Star-Drive IS minimal.  We can consider it harmless.  But for newborns?  The exposure wouldn't be healthy at all.  As long as they're still gestating then
the surrounding Adult tissues shield them from its harmful effects.  So for their sake we
shouldn't give birth to them until we've landed on a safe planet."
   Kerri moaned and pouted.
   "How long will THAT take?"
   "Well, Vic says we should reach Phaedrus II and establish orbit in three weeks.
According to the data sent by advance probe, there's a 68 % chance it'll turn out to be human-
habitable.  Rick and Dan can have a fully operational mini-colony established in about a week,
complete with full OB-GYN facilities."
   "So we have to keep taking the Labor-Delaying drug for, what?  Another whole MONTH?"
 Dawn narrowed her eyes at Kerri.
   "Don't yell at ME!  I'M in the same situation as you!  They're getting us there as fast
as they can!"
   Kerri just sighed and said:
   "68 %.  That means there's a 32 % chance that it's NOT human-habitable.  What will we do
THEN?  If THAT'S our FIRST choice, then all the OTHER candidate-worlds have LESS of a chance of being livable.  How much of the drug do we even have LEFT?"
   "Plenty.  But THAT's not the rush: if a fetus grows in the womb for over 14 months
total, it's too grown to fit through the birth canal, and we have no personnel qualified for a
caesarian. I don't know about you, but as much faith as I have in the Auto-Doc's OB-GYN
programs, I DON'T trust it for THAT procedure."
   "Worst case scenario:  How long would it take us to get back to Earth?"
   "At speeds so fast our Star-Drive burns out?  Well over a year.  We DON'T have THAT much
of the drug, and besides, in the rare cases when pregnancies are ever made to last 18 months or more, you can NEVER give birth to it.  In the Old Days, before it was safe to pharmaceutically augment pregnancies, they were only supposed to last 9 months naturally,
you know.  So even NOW we're past that limit.  But by the 18th month they say that the mother's metabolism becomes so intertwined with her children's that they become dependant on each other, and your body's natural inclination to give birth to them subsides completely.  By that point you just CAN'T go into labor, no matter HOW much you try to induce."
   Kerri frowned.
   "Yeah.  I've heard that too.  The only plus-side is that the children grow at a VERY
slow rate by that point.  And there are certain therapies that can slow their growth even
more....but they're VERY expensive."
   Dawn let out a long, tired exhale.
   "Can you just IMAGINE what that would be LIKE?  You'd just stay pregnant, for ever and ever!  And even if you can afford the therapies to SLOW the growth, they say there's NOTHING
that can stop it completely!  Why, in just a few years you'd be so big that...."
    Kerri interrupted.
    "If you don't mind, I'm trying to NOT think about it!  I don't even like to think about
having to be pregnant with octuplets.  They said we might have to, you know!  If we can't
successfully start-up a Star-Jump-Portal then the other colonists won't arrive for another 5
years, even at Trans-Light Speeds!  We'd have to resort to mass-births to have enough population to run the colony!  So when it comes to the idea of having to be pregnant forever, I DON'T want to think about it!"
    But unlike Kerri, Dawn couldn't help thinking about it.
    She had been having normal, pharmaceutically augmented pregnancies ever since she was
17 years old, like every normal female citizen of the STAR-CLUSTER Federation, circa 2274.  She joined the Outer-Colonist-Corps at 19 years of age, much to the pride of her parents.  But
unbeknownst to them, the real reason she had joined was because it was the only legal way to keep having pregnancies past age 21.
    Dawn was not looking forward to giving birth, like Kerri was.  Ever since she had heard
it was possible to become permanently pregnant, she harbored a secret, obsessive desire to do just that.
    She had an extremely rare psychological condition that her friends, family, classmates,
and fellow-crewmembers had all failed to notice: she was psychologically addicted to being
pregnant.
   She was normal in that she enjoyed being pregnant.  She loved to have her belly grow
large with the lives within her.  But she didn't want to give birth to them.  She wanted to keep
growing bigger and bigger and never stop!  Oh!  Just thinking about it made her slippery juices
start to secrete from between her thighs.  She fantasized about herself being pregnant with
Quints, and DELIBERATELY taking the pregnancy to the 18th month!  Or even the 20th, just to be sure.  Then she'd stop taking the Labor-Delaying drug and enjoy her Mammoth belly forever!  She began fantasizing about what Kerri had interrupted earlier:  Being
several YEARS pregnant!  Oh! She tried to imagine being that big!  To know her belly would NEVER stop growing......
   "DAWN!  Are you okay?  Have you been listening to me?"
   "What?  Oh!  Sorry!  My mind wandered for a minute there.  What was that you said?"
   "Gee, Dawn, you look awfully flushed.  Anyway, I want to know how much of the
Labor-Delaying drug we have left.  And don't say 'plenty'.  I mean EXACTLY how much longer can we go before we INVOLUNTARILY go into childbirth?"
   "Well, I just took an Inventory this morning, and I'd estimate we have about 240
individual doses left."
   Kerri frowned.
   "Four months-worth between the two of us, eh?  I sure hope we can find a planet to go
into labor on by then.  Well, I think I've got the energy to stand now....." she slowly leaned
forward from her chair, and when the bulk of her mass was above her feet she straightened her
legs.  "....so I guess I'll see you at dinner.  Bye Dawn."
   "Bye Kerri."
   After Kerri had gone, Dawn slowly and heavily rose to her feet.  Using both arms to
cradle her protruding middle, she waddled over to the galley's Auto-Kitchen and activated the
"Clean" Program.
   As sonic waves cleaned to dishes and robo-servos removed scraps of food into the
molecular recycler, Dawn had an idea.....
   Yes, it WAS four-months worth....between the two of them,  Or it was eight months
worth....for Dawn alone.  That would take her to 18 and 1/2 months into her current pregnancy!
Oh, it was too bad she was only carrying twins!  It would be nice if she could wait for one of
those Octuplet pregnancies that Kerri had mentioned.  But they would be out of the drug by then. And on a planet being colonized by mass-births, Dawn wouldn't have any
excuse to take the drug.
   Twins would have to do!  This was her only chance!
   Of course, with none of the drug for 10 and 1/2 months pregnant Kerri, she'd go into
childbirth as soon as her current dose wore off.....the Star-Drive's radiation would
seriously harm her children.
   Dawn thought for a moment.
   If that happened, Kerri would probably demand that they decrease the Star-Drive's thrust
so its radiation would be at safe levels for newborns.  That would certainly make the trip to
Phaedrus II take much longer.....several MONTHS longer.  And even with lower radiation, Dawn would still have a legitimate excuse to keep taking the drug!
   Hefting her cumbersome belly as best she could, she slowly crept to Sick Bay.  With
Kerri asleep, and others busy, she could hide the entire supply before anyone knew it was
gone.......

 * * * * * * * * * * *

   "I'm sorry darling, but I HAVE to get back to work!" protested Rick.
   Juanita pouted.
   "I know.  But I still wish that you didn't."  D'ya know when Dan or Vic can take a break
and come visit me?"
   "I'll pass along the invitation, but I can't promise anything."
   Juanita moaned disappointedly.
   But you only came on me ONCE!  I like it on my face, but now I need follow-ups on my
tits and my belly, not to mention a few inside me for good measure."
   Rick started getting hard, and considered just grabbing her and going at it again, but
knew what could happen if he didn't get back to work.  If ever any male crew member
missed a work shift without a good excuse, he lost recreational privileges (i.e. fucking
sessions with the female crew-members) for a whole week.  He couldn't bear the thought.
   "You drive a hard bargain, Juanita.  I promise I'll fuck you again as soon as possible."
   "Well, at least tighten my bonds before you go.  You KNOW I like them nice and TIGHT!"
   Rick sighed.
   "Well, I guess I've got time to do that."
   Juanita smiled at him, and giggled lightly as he took her arms and tightened the ropes
from her wrists to the corners of the room.  She sighed excitedly as he adjusted the nipple-
clamps on her swollen chest.  She elicited a happy squeal as he pulled tight the ropes reaching
around her large belly and around her ass.
   "And now, darling, a little something to remember me by," he said, as he surprised her
with a gag.  He quickly fastened it tightly, and she could not cry out.  "Unnnh?" she moaned desperately as she raised her eyebrows.
   Ignoring her question, took out the largest vibrator she had ever seen, and held it for
her to see.  He eyes widened and her legs became weak as sweet juices began running down her thighs in anticipation.  He gently, but forcefully, inserted it deeply into her pussy, and
turned the knob on the end all the way up.
   "Unnnh!!" she cried through her gag.
   "I'm off to work my shift now.  Bye!" said Rick as he walked out the door and closed it
behind him.
   "Unnnaaaahhh!" Juanita sighed as she reached what was to be the first climax of many
before Kerri found her......

 * * * * * * * * * * *

   Rick and Kerri met each other in the corridor.
   "Hey Kerri.  Missed you at breakfast.  Slept in?"
   "Oh, hi Rick.  Yeah, and I was about to do more of the same.  I suppose you're going to
invite yourself into joining me?"  She smiled at him as she said this. 
  "Mmm.  Love to, but not up to it.  I just finished with Juanita a few minutes ago, and now I have to do routine maintenance of the Sick Bay's Auto-Doc."
   Kerri thought for a moment.
   "Say, Rick, I think I'll join you.  It's been about two weeks since my last OB-GYN
checkup."
   "Okay."
   Later, when he had finished maintenance of the Auto-Doc Medical Unit, he helped Kerri
get strapped into it.  When all the straps were secure, he activated the program for a standard
OB-GYN examination.
   Kerri giggled a little when it poured the cold gel on her belly, and began tickling her
by running the Ultrasound scanner over her, back and forth.
   Dan monitored the procedure, but it was a fairly simple one, and was soon completed.
   "Well, how'd I do?"
   "Really good!  It says you've been gaining weight nicely, but haven't developed an
excessive amount of body fat, which shows that your twins are growing rapidly."
   "Whew!  As if I didn't know that!" she said as she patted her gigantic middle.
   To her surprise, her belly patted back.  Then she felt a strong tightness run through her body.
   "Oh!  AANH!!  UH!  Uooom!"
   "Kerri?  What is it?"
   She answered his foolish question through her Lamaze breaths.
   "A contraction (Hoo-hoo) I'm (Hoo-Hoo) going into (hoo-hoo) labor.  I just need (hoo) a
dose (hoo) of the (<<long inhale, long exhale>>) birth-delay drug. (UNNH!!  AAAH!!)  Nothing
(hoo) serious (hoo)."  She was beginning to glisten with sweat.
   Rick went over to the pharmaceutical supply-nodule and opened it.  He rummaged through
it while Kerri continued to gasp and exhale.  Then his face turned white.
   "Um.  There's none here.  It's gone!"
   "(GASP) WHAT!?"

 * * * * * * * * * * * *

   Rick knew that if Kerri didn't get a dose in the next six minutes, it would be too late
and she would fully enter labor.  If that happened, the drug would have no effect.  He had to
hurry!
   But where could it be?  He had checked the Sick Bay, the Storage Hold, several of the
Labs, and Kerri was running out of time!!
   He knew Dawn was the only other one taking the drug, so it made sense to ask her.  He
ran to her quarters.
   The door was open, but Dawn wasn't there.  Her room was impeccably neat, as usual.  But
there, on a shelf next to her bed, he saw a meta-syringe.  He quickly picked it up and read its
digital display: "Labor-Delay Serum".  He breathed a sigh of relief.
   He didn't know where Dawn was, but he didn't have time to care!

 * * * * * * * * * * * *

   Dawn knew she couldn't hide all 240 doses anywhere where they wouldn't be easy to find.
But she was an expert biochemist.  She knew of a method that Veterinarians used to super-concentrate drugs for use on large animals and livestock, and determined that it would
also work on the labor-delay drug.
   She could super-concentrate all 240 doses into 1 combined dose that would be as
effective as all 240, time released to last the full 8-month duration.
   She had finished doing this, but had to let it sit at room temperature for several
minutes before it was ready to be injected.
   She left the lab, and took the hyper-dose to her quarters.  She left it on the shelf by
her bed to warm-up to room temperature.
   She still had to wait three minutes for it to be ready, when suddenly, as often happened,
she REALLY had to pee!
   She waddled hurriedly down the corridor to the Head.
   But when she got back, to her horror, the syringe was gone!

 * * * * * * * * * * * *

   Rick made it back to Kerri in Sick Bay in four minutes, only two to spare!!
   Kerri was huffing and puffing by this point, and covered with sweat.
   Rick steadied her, took her arm, and gave her the drug.
   The contractions quickly subsided.
   Kerri sighed deeply.
   "Whew!  There, you see Rick?  I told you it was nothing serious.  You had me scared when
you said we were out of the drug.  But I knew it had to be somewhere. Just this morning Dawn told me we have 240 doses left.  They couldn't ALL be missing."
   Rick scratched his head.
   "239 now.  Hmm.  We'd better find a good planet quick.  That'll only last us 2 and 1/2
more months."
   "What?  That's not right!  I figure it'll last us FOUR months, even between Me and Dawn."
 "Between you and Dawn, it would.  But Juanita is 8 months pregnant. One month from now,
she has to start taking the drug too.  Between you and Dawn for one more month, THEN between all THREE of you, we'll run out in 2 and 1/2 months, give or take a week."
   Kerri frowned.
   "You're right!  I forgot about Juanita!  Oh, Rick!  What are we going to do if
Phaedrus II isn't habitable?  How much farther is the next candidate-world?"
   Rick shrugged.
   "I dunno.  But it'll take us about a month to get to Phaedrus, and from there the trip
is definitely longer than a month and a half.  This is a very serious problem.  We didn't think
we'd need even THIS much of the drug, but already we're running low. The Star-Drive isn't
working nearly as well as it should.  We're going too slow and the trip is taking too long."
   "Are we going to have our babies in space?  The Drive's radiation could kill them!!"
   Rick kissed her on her forehead.
   "Don't worry.  We'll talk to the others.  Someone'll think of something."

 * * * * * * * * * * * *

   There was no computer security on the ship to speak of.  The designers hadn't planned
any.  Colonizer ships were designed to take a crew of 6 (3 men and 3 women, all in a sort of
open "group marriage" to each other) on a one-way voyage from Earth or some nearby colonized world to worlds on the very edge of the Local Star Cluster.  These were
voyages that lasted anywhere from  3 to 6 years.  The designers figured that if one of the
crew couldn't be trusted, the mission was flat-out doomed, and no amount of computer security
would ever save it.  So they saved costs and didn't bother with any.
   So it was effortless for Dawn to hack into the ship's main computer and falsify a few records.
   She made it seem as though the computer was running a routine scan on all food and pharmaceuticals for contamination (which, in fact, it had: a routine safety procedure), and had
found an anomaly.  According to what the records now said, the computer had determined that
background radiation from the ship had been slowly causing a reaction with a Cryosxanthamenol supply-nodule, converting it to Cryosxanthamene gas.  The gas pressure
built up and the nodule cracked open just a bit.  The colorless, odorless gas itself was
harmless, but dispersed quickly around the ship, and reacted with all the labor-delay drug supplies it came into contact with, changing it into a lethal neurotoxin.  As per safety protocol, the computer had employed mobile roboservomechanisms to dispose of all such contaminated samples, and posted the information in its database, for the crew to eventually notice.  All this was, of course, a complete lie.
   Dawn re-read her handiwork.  It was a very plausible story.  Even by standards of an
expert biochemist.  And the only other person on the ship who knew enough biochemistry to
question the fictional chain-of-events was Rick, and HE had learned all his biochemistry skills
from Dawn!
   The Labor-delay drug WAS listed as "non-critical" since it technically was neither food
nor medication.  This WOULD have allowed for the computer to dispose of the entire supply
without consulting the crew, in the event the drug became a contaminated biohazard.  So that
was  plausible too.
   Dawn took a deep breath.
   "Good", she thought, "no one would've suspected me anyway, but now they shouldn't even
be  curious.  Once anyone notices it's gone, they'll check these records."
   "Problem two:  What am I going to do when MY current dose wears off!?"
   Dawn knew her current dose would only last another 4 to 8 hours.  She HAD to find the
hyper dose before then!  But it hadn't been ANYWHERE in her room!  She looked on the floor
around her nightstand and even under her bed (which wasn't easy with such an enormous belly!).

 * * * * * * * * * * * *

   Unaware that the entire supply was now missing, Rick talked to Dan and Vic about the
problem he had discussed with Kerri earlier that day:
   "...and some day roughly a month from now, Juanita will go into labor, so SHE'LL have to
start taking the drug too.  We need to figure out a way to synthesize more."
   Dan furrowed his brow.
   "Wouldn't Dawn know a way?  She's the most brilliant biochemist I'VE ever met."
   Rick shook his head.
   "That she is.  I learned everything *I* know about biochemistry from her.  But even she
doesn't know the process for making the drug.  The Corporation that makes it, back on Earth,
keeps the process a closely guarded secret."
   Dan shrugged.
   "So?  Couldn't we just analyze some and figure out what it is?"
   Vic frowned and spoke.
   "Well, that'd be Industrial Espionage, but in an emergency, I'd say 'fuckit' and go
ahead with analyzing it.  But that's not the problem.  We already KNOW the molecular structure
of the drug.  But that doesn't give us the process of how to make it. Even if we could figure out what Reactants to use, we don't know what catalysts or Reaction conditions might be
involved, assuming we'd even have those materials on hand, which I'll bet we don't."
   Dan scratched his head.
   "So, it's impossible for us to make more.  Our only hope is to find a way to make what
we have left last longer."
   Rick shrugged.
   "It'd sure be easier if we hadn't gotten all three of them pregnant. Man, I don't know
about you guys, but I for one sure feel stupid." Vic reassured him.
   "Don't waste time beating yourself up over it.  Besides, Kerri said she was the one who
forgot to put in her IUD, remember?  You put on a condom; you couldn't help that it was defective and broke.  That coulda happened to any one of us."
   Dan nodded.
   "Yeah, Rick.  It's more my fault.  Later that day, when Dawn found out that Kerri's
pregnancy test was positive, she wanted to get pregnant too.  I should've had more willpower.
I should have realized that having both of them pregnant at the same time would eventually lead to some kind of trouble."
   Rick shook his head.
   "Naw, that's not yer fault.  Look, not one of us could've argued with or resisted Dawn
the way she was coming on to you.  She's very sexually aggressive when she wants to be pregnant, have you noticed that?  She wasn't thinking ahead either."
   "None of us were, really," interjected Vic.  "A few months later, I noticed Juanita was
starting to feel sad about something.  I talked with her about it, and she realized that with the
other two being pregnant, and her not, she was somehow feeling 'left out'.  I knew having all
three of them pregnant would mean an increased workload for us, as they got to be more and more dependant.  But she just looked at me with those big, brown, sad eyes, and begged me to give her a baby.  I should have reminded her about our duty to each other, as well as remembering it myself.  I was being too sentimental.  It was my fault really."
   After several minutes of guilty silence filled the room, Rick spoke again.
 "Look, while everyone's feeling bad about it, nothing's getting done. Now we know we
can't make more, but we have to do SOMETHING!  Is there any way to make this ship go faster?  If we could get the women to a suitable planet, everything'd be fine."
   Dan and Vic both frowned.
   "We've been having all kinds of problems with the Drive.  I think the hyperspace-skimmers are opening up under the fifth-dimensional pressure," said Dan.
   "What the hell does THAT mean?"
   "We're not sure, but we think it means we're leaking a lot of our anti-matter fuel into
another dimension.  Now, we can collect interstellar hydrogen and use it to generate anti-matter, so running out of fuel isn't a problem.  But it gives us a very
inefficient power output, so we're travelling through hyperspace a lot slower than we should be, and that IS a problem."
   "Fuck!" said Rick
   "Fuck!" agreed Dan.
   "Hmmmm," mused Vic.
   "Hmmmm?" inquired Rick and Dan.
   "I think I may be having an idea," answered Vic.

 * * * * * * * * * * * *

   Kerri was using both hands to hold her gigantic middle, and slowly, cumbersomely
waddling back to her quarters to go back to bed. Passing the Rec-lounge, she heard something that sounded like muffled crying out.
   Taking the required time and effort to turn her body 90 degrees to face the door, she
began to waddle towards it to investigate. Inside she found 8-months pregnant Juanita: bound, gagged, and with the largest Vibrator Kerri had ever seen (the size of a "Mag" Light Flashlight) sticking halfway out of her babyhole.
   Muffled by her gag, Juanita cried out and sobbed with a mixture of helplessness and
orgasmic joy as she climaxed for the sixty-third time since that morning (she had lost count at
four).
   "This looks like Rick's handiwork, all right," Kerri thought to herself, grinning.  She
had fond memories of her own sessions with him.
   She had difficulty bending down to untie Juanita, but once she got Juanita's hands free,
Juanita began untying herself.
   "Having fun?" asked Kerri.
   Juanita removed her gag, and her face turned bright red as she smiled, embarrassed, at
Kerri.
   "Yes," she admitted.
   "Well, you look even more exhausted than I feel," Kerri replied.
   "And if I don't get to a bathroom quick I'll pee on the floor!" added Juanita, slowly
getting up.
   After visiting the Head, both Juanita and Kerri went to their respective quarters, and
settled their enormously pregnant bodies comfortably into bed (well, as comfortably as possible).
   Sleep came to them both very easily.

 END PART I



  GALACTIC EXPANSION
   -by "3124 Waxamanac"

 PART II:

   "You're saying we can use the rupture into the fifth-dimension, created by our
Star-Drive's malfunction, to transmit matter?  Like teleportation?"
   "Not exactly 'teleportation' per se.  In the fifth-dimension the concept of 'Space' has
no meaning.  Look, the Physics of it is complicated, so I'll just go into the basics: There is
no 'Here' or 'There' in dealing with fifth dimensional objects.  In the fifth dimension, things
exist in a state that we would describe as being 'everywhere', although technically that's not
even right because you can't have 'Everywhere' without having 'Where', and it doesn't have that."
   Dan and Rick looked at Vic with blank expressions.
   "Whut?" said Rick.
   "Um....it's LIKE teleportation, I guess.  But it doesn't involve taking apart atoms and
sending them at high speeds and putting them back together.  They stay together, through the
entire process.  They just slip into a dimension where 'Space' is a meaningless concept, so that
when they re-enter this dimension, they can be, theoretically, anywhere."
   "So we can just teleport ourselves, and all the necessary gear to a suitable planet?
Instantly?" asked Rick. "It's not teleportation.  And no.  I mean, yes.  Theoretically.  We
COULD.  But....."
   "But what?" asked Dan.
   "Well, we couldn't actually go that far."
   "I thought you said Space had no meaning," said Dan.
   "Which means it would be impossible to have any control over where you would re-enter
this dimension."
   "Oh," said Dan.
   "Shit," said Rick.
   "Well, maybe some control."
   "Some control?" asked Rick.
   "How MUCH control?" added Dan.
   "Well, you can control where the matter goes, if it doesn't go too far."
   "How far is too far?" asked Dan.
   "Five meters....give or take a meter."
   Dan spoke.  He was getting irritated.
   "What the fuck good does THAT do us?!  Goddammit Vic, you said you had an idea!  We're
still waiting to hear it!"
   "Well, if I don't explain the basis of my idea, you'll think I'm crazy.  I want you to
understand what I'm proposing by the time I propose it, so you'll see why it makes sense."
   "Okay!  So we've got a 'not-teleporting' teleporter that uses you're fifth dimensional
thing without Space to go a couple of meters.  What now!?"
   "Well, since conventional teleportation takes apart items atom by atom, and rebuilds
them atom by atom, no one wants to be teleported alive, since essentially you die, being
completely atomized.  The fact that an exact duplicate of you, with all your memories intact
(in the form of electrical particles in the brain) is created at the receiving point is little
consolation.  YOU are dead.  The new you just THINKS it's the old you. That's why
teleportation of viable life-forms is strictly illegal.  Despite that crap on Twentieth-Century
Episodes of 'Star-Trek'."
   Dan and Rick listened intently.  They HAD wondered about that seemingly pointless
teleportation legality.  They were glad they had obeyed it!

 (Note from the author: The term "Star-Trek" is a trademark of [the most
forgiving] Paramount Studios, and I lay happily prostrate before their thunderous
legal glory)

   Vic continued.
   "But with a five-dimensional gate, it's different.  You're not killed and exactly
duplicated, the way you are with teleportation.  You stay intact (and alive!) through the whole
process, which still only lasts a fraction of a second.  If we ever figure out a way to make it
go longer, we could patent it and make a fortune, but it's of use to our immediate problem in
a different way!  It depends on whether the women consent to the idea though, and they may not like what it involves......."
   He trailed off, looking at them with a frown.  They nodded and gestured excitedly for
him to continue.
   "Well, it occurs to me that we will run out of the Labor-Delaying Drug in two and a half
months with the women in their current states of pregnancy.  But that amount of drug would last
just ONE woman much longer...."
   "What?  Where are you coming from?"
   "Shh, Rick!  I think I see where he's going now.  Go on, Vic."
   "Well, if we can create a fifth-dimensional passageway between two points in
three-dimensional space that are within five meters of each other that can instantly transfer
living matter (without killing it!), we could, theoretically, transfer all the babies into one
of the women, who would be the only one who'd have to take the drug!"
   "Vic, you're a motherfuckin' GENIUS!!"
   "Huh?  I still don't get it," said Rick.
   "It's like this," explained Dan, "Vic's saying we create a dimensional portal inside of
a pregnant woman's uterus.  It leads to another dimensional portal, inside a different woman's
uterus.  Once we do that, we can figure out a way to pass a fetus, complete with umbilical cord,
placenta, and an appropriate amount of amniotic fluid, through the portal, effectively passing
from one woman to the next.  Without any kind of dangerous surgery or external intervention!"
 "Actually," Vic interrupted, "we don't have to figure out a way.  The passage will have
a negative, or 'sending' portal, and a positive, or 'receiving' portal. And since space is
meaningless in the dimension the fetus (et al) is passing through, it's placenta will even
materialize already embedded in the uterine wall, in exactly the same shape as it did in the
other uterus, because, in the fifth dimension, the baby didn't really 'move' at all, since Space
has no meaning there, and....."
   "Save the details, Vic.  YOU understand 'em, and it's over our heads, so as long as YOU
know how to do it, we trust you to know what you're doing.  The point is, Rick, that Vic's idea
means we can empty two of the women into whichever one of them consents to carry all those
babies.  And then SHE, whoever she is, will have PLENTY of the Labor-Delay drug!  We'll make it to a good planet within time for sure!!"
   Rick and Dan cheered Vic, who just smiled humbly.  Shortly Vic and Dan were on their way
down to the Engine Room, to begin constructing the Galaxy's First PTD:
  Pregnancy-Transfer Device.
  Rick was going to explain the idea to Kerri.  He was nervous though.
  One nagging thought kept eating at him:  What if none of them want's to BE that pregnant??
  He could tell he needed to put on his 'salesman' face.  If he could just convince
Kerri that the idea was good, the two of them could convince Dawn and Juanita.  Then, he was
sure, the women could work out, between the three of them, which one of them would be the
receiver.....

 * * * * * * * * * * *

   Kerri was having nightmares about being in Labor.  In her dream, she was lying on the
auto-doc, strapped in, all alone.  She was begging and pleading her babies not to be born yet,
but her contractions kept getting stronger and stronger.
   Then, suddenly, just when she thought she was about to burst, her contractions went away.
She breathed a sigh on tremendous relief, and began to relax.  Slowly, her already behemoth
belly began enlarging.  She smiled to herself. "They've decided to grow some more before being born," she thought, "and they'll be born safe on a good planet."  Her
middle continued to expand outward, as she watched in an exhausted, happy stupor.  It kept
growing and growing, and her mood slowly changed as she gradually realized that something was odd.
   "Stop growing now," she pleaded to her abdomen.  "You're big enough! Stop it!"
 In her dream she kept expanding and expanding.  Soon she was crying out for help.  She
was trying to free herself from the auto-doc, but she had been strapped in too well.  She
continued to struggle helplessly as her belly increased in size.....
   Suddenly in a fit of panic, she broke free of the restraints!
   Heaving her immense bulk over to where there was enough room for her, she began trying
to induce labor by doing jumping jacks.  She wasn't doing a very good job, but to get the proper
effect, she had heard, all you had to do was try.
   But it wasn't working.  Her babies wouldn't come out!  She just kept getting bigger!
   She began crying.....sobbing.....pleading......begging her babies to please be born.
   Telling them they could grow all they wanted once they were out of her.
   But they just didn't listen.
   And she watched helplessly as her swollen abdomen continued to expand.
   .....and then she was shaken awake by Dawn.
   She breathed a sigh of relief.  It had just been a dream.  She looked at her belly.
Of course, she was "only" 10 and 1/2 months pregnant with twins.  Never before had she considered that a 'relief', but compared to her nightmare (and what was to come!)
it was!

 * * * * * * * * * * *

   "Kerri!  Wake up!  You're having a nightmare!"
 "Anh!  Oooh!  Ah!  Huh?  Oh?  Oh!  Dawn!  I...(yawn)..I..oh!"
 Kerri patted her belly and grinned with relief.
 "Hello Dawn!  I'm sorry.  Was I making a lot of noise?" 

 Dawn frowned by sticking out her lower lip (the guys called it her
"pouty" face).  She
rubbed her own belly thoughtfully, then said,
 "No.  I just came here to ask you something, and I noticed you seemed
troubled."
 "Oh.  Well, what is it?" Kerri asked as she used the wall-mounted
handlebar to pull
herself up into a sitting position.
 "Well, when, uh, was the last time you, um, had your dose of the
labor-delay serum?"
 Kerri frowned and shrugged.
 "I think about an hour or so ago.  I don't know exactly.  I've been
asleep.  Why?"
 Shit, thought Dawn.  Somehow, Kerri got the dose that Dawn had
concentrated to last
eight months!  And there was NONE of the serum left!!
 Dawn got visibly nervous.  She knew in just a few hours she would go
into labor.  But
what really bothered her was that her one chance to fulfill her lifetime
dream (or obsession?)
of being pregnant for the rest of her life was ruined.
 Kerri noticed that Dawn suddenly looked upset about something.
 "Dawn?  What is it?  What's bothering you?"
 Dawn thought quickly, and answered.  She might as well tell Kerri (at
least, tell her
the cover-story part!).
 "There's none of the serum left!  What you had was the very last dose
on the ship!"
 "Are you sure?  Rick had a hard time finding some this morning,
but....."
 "The computer found that our entire supply of serum was contaminated
with a neurotoxin
and the safety-programs disposed of it all before we knew it."
 You bitch, thought Dawn.  You get to be pregnant for the rest of your
life.  It should
have been ME!  I'M the one who put all the work into it.  Why do YOU get
it?  You didn't even
WANT to be pregnant forever!
 "A NEUROTOXIN!!  Oh my GOD!!  Dawn!  Are you saying that the drug was
POISONED??"
 Dawn snapped out of her internal fit.  Of course.  The cover-story was
that the drug had
become toxic.  Now she thought that the dose she may have just taken was
contaminated.  Kerri
would be more concerned with that than with the fact that she'd go into
labor in several hours.
 "Dawn!  You've got to help me get to sick bay!  And, you!  You're a
biochemist!  Can you
make an antidote for the poison?"  Kerri was terrified.  She was hefting
her massive body into
a standing position.
 "Relax.  It's a slow acting toxin.  We should have plenty of time to
treat you before
there are any effects.  Remain calm.  If your heart rate is too fast
it'll circulate the toxin
throughout your body quicker," Dawn lied.
 There really is no reason for YOU to hurry, thought Dawn.  There really
isn't any poison.
That was just part of my plan for covering up my theft of the entire
serum supply.  I might have
to hurry, because in a few hours, I'm going into childbirth (you
bitch!), but since there's
nothing I can do about it (you fucking bitch!) I guess *I* can just try
to relax.
 Along the way, they ran into Rick, who looked as though he had
something important to
tell them.  Kerri explained rather frantically that she was poisoned,
and needed to get to Sick
Bay.  Up until then, it had been a 10 and 1/2 months pregnant (with
twins) Kerri, waddling as
fast as she could, being escorted by Dawn, who wasn't much help, being
in exactly that same
physically cumbersome reproductive medical condition.  Rick decided that
what he had to say
could wait.  He began helping Kerri.....

 * * * * * * * * * * *

 An hour later, Kerri was assured that Dawn had successfully neutralized
the neurotoxin
with a dose of the appropriate anti-toxin, which she had been able to
synthesize in the bio-lab
(Actually, it was colored sugar water, which only Dawn knew.  But then,
Dawn was also the only
one who knew that there really WAS no neurotoxin).  When both she and
Rick were sufficiently
calmed after the crisis, the three of them faced the next important
fact: there was none of the
serum left!!
 "So you mean to say that the Computer was doing a routine safety scan
of all medications,
and found contamination in the Labor-Delay Serum?" asked Rick.
 "And automatically disposed of the entire supply.  Or so it thought.
It seems to have
missed the syringe that you found.  The one that you gave to Kerri.  Now
that it's been used,
there is none left.  When our current doses wear off, Kerri and I will
enter childbirth without
a choice in the matter, just like in the old days back on Earth, before
they had medications
that were safe to take during pregnancy and lactation."
 Kerri's brow furrowed with worry and anxiety.  She rubbed her belly
slowly as she
turned to face Rick.
 "You said you had something to tell us before.  What was it?"
 Rick frowned and replied.
 "Well, Vic thinks he may have found a way to make the supply of serum
last longer.  Not
that it'll do us any good now, if there IS no supply.  We'd better go
and alert everyone...."
 "Not so fast Rick.  There's still the matter of Kerri, here."
 "Me?  Why?  What is it Dawn?"
 "Well, the neurotoxin has been neutralized, but it may have affected
the serum itself
in some way.  Before anyone goes running off for any reason, we'd better
give you another
checkup in the Auto-Doc, to see if it finds anything unusual.  Just in
case."
 Rick began helping Kerri into the Auto-Doc, while Dawn slowly and
awkwardly waddled
over to the controls.
 As Rick was strapping her in, Kerri asked:
 "Just out of curiosity, since I'll be in childbirth in several hours
anyway, what WAS
this idea Vic had?"
 "Yeah, Rick," added Dawn.  "What was the plan?"
 Rick fastened the last few straps around Kerri's calves, and began to
explain Vic's
idea.
 ".....so by using the malfunction in the Star-Drive Engines, he could
create a way to
transfer all of woman's babies into another woman, without any surgery
or other intrusive
procedures.  They're rigging up a prototype now.  It's too bad it won't
do us any good."
 Kerri smiled.
 "Wow!  Vic turned a Star-Drive malfunction into something useful!  Talk
about making
lemons into lemonade!"
 "Yeah," agreed Dawn.  "With all the babies in one woman, she and she
alone would be the
only one who had to take to the serum.  The supply WOULD last a lot
longer that way.  It's too
bad we can't now."
 Hmmmm, Dawn thought to herself, one-way transfer of a pregnancy from
one woman to
another, eh?
 "Well, I guess we could've done it, it being an emergency and all,"
interjected Kerri,
"but wouldn't whoever was carrying all the babies have to give birth to
them all, too?  That
doesn't seem fair."
 "Well," Rick added, "before the onset of labor, we would've selectively
transferred
the appropriate babies back into their original mothers for childbirth.
The receptacle-mother
would only have to carry them all for a couple of months as they grow
and develop.  But she
wouldn't have had to give birth to them all.  Just her own."
 "Well," mused Kerri, "I guess I could do it then, if neither Dawn or
Juanita wanted to."

 Dawn thought silently to herself, "oh you would, eh?"

 Dawn's mind raced.  Only she knew that Kerri really DID posses the
entire supply of
serum, in the form of a hyper-dose that would last eight-months, taking
Kerri's pregnancy to the
point of 18 and 1/2 months, long enough for the gestation period to
become permanent!!  Both she
and Rick had thought it was just a normal dose.  If they transferred all
the babies to Kerri, it
would buy everyone more time to find a suitable planet to colonize, and
it would give Dawn more
time to try and find a way to use Vic's new pregnancy-transfer
technology to transfer the
combined pregnancy from Kerri to Dawn, fulfilling Dawn's plan of
becoming permanently pregnant
(and with FIVE this time!  Better than she'd hoped!).
 Dawn foresaw Two problems with her plan:
 1) Dawn didn't know if Vic's device would transfer the effects of the
serum.
The babies may be subject to its effects within Kerri's womb, but what
if they were transferred
to Dawn's?  Would they effectively bring the permanency of gestation
with them?  Or would they
begin developing towards childbirth again?
 And 2) How could Dawn tell anyone that Kerri had been given an
eight-month (and hence
effectively "permanent") dose of the labor-delay serum?  If she seemed
to know what had happened
to the serum, it might implicate her in the loss (theft!) of the supply.

 Then, cradling her belly in front of the controls of the Auto-Doc
readouts, she had an
idea....
 "Rick!  Come look at this!" she cried.
 Rick dashed to Dawn's side at the Auto-doc readouts.  "What?  What is
it?"
 "I don't know what it is!  I've never seen anything like it," she
lied.  "But apparently
something strange has happened inside Kerri's metabolism beyond the
normal changes brought on
by extended late-term pregnancies.  Look here!"  She pointed to a set of
readouts that she knew
he would not fully understand and would need her to explain.
 "What?" exclaimed Kerri, suddenly interested.  "Something's happening
to me?"
 "I don't get it," said Rick.
 Dawn smiled.
 "I think this just may be the answer to our dilemma!" she said.  "And I
think I can
offer a hypothesis that will explain it......"

 * * * * * * * * * * *

 "So apparently, that last dose wasn't thrown out by the computer
because it wasn't
fully contaminated.  Then, after it was injected into Kerri's
bloodstream, we gave her an
antidote for the toxin.  But the chemical neutralization of the
neurotoxin seems to have produced
a self-promoting catalytic reaction within Kerri's bloodstream, as a
side effect.  It's done
something to the labor-delay serum.  Even Dawn isn't sure how, but
somehow it's extended the
duration of the serum.  Dawn and I have been measuring the rate of
reaction within her
circulatory system, to see how fast it's being used up.  We compared the
tests to samples from
Dawn's blood."
 Rick fiddled with a 2-D projector, to show the visual data to Vic,
Juanita, and Dan.
Kerri and Dawn were also present, their bloated bellies forcing them to
sit far back from the
discussion table.
 Images appeared on the far wall.
 "The one on the top left is Dawn's, an hour ago.  Below that, a
half-hour ago.  As you
can see there is less of the serum present in her blood 30 minutes
later.  At that rate of
reaction, Dawn's dose will last a few more hours, which is normal.
Then, because we are out of
the serum, she will go into childbirth with her twins."
 "Now look on the top right.  That's from Kerri's blood, an hour ago.
Below that, from
30 minutes ago.  As you can see, there is an unprecedentedly minimal
rate of serum loss!  Here's
another sample from Kerri I took just before this presentation.  All
three look virtually the
same to the human eye!  The rate of loss is so slow we needed the
computer to measure it
properly!"
 Vic frowned.
 "So the drug IS still working, but it's being used at a highly
efficient rate?"
 Dawn answered.
 "It would seem so.  We took the rate of reaction in her blood and used
a computer
extrapolation to predict how long her dose will last before it runs
out."
 Kerri raised her eyebrows in surprise.
 "You did?  Well, what did you find?  How long will it last?"
 Dawn looked Kerri square in the eye, smiling at her like a big sister
as she answered.
 "We can't be sure," Dawn lied.  "But we think it'll go about 3 months
more."
That was all she had to tell them now.  Dawn planned to act as surprised
as everyone else when
it lasted MUCH longer!!
 "Well, I take it Rick told you what we've been up to all this time?"
Vic asked of Kerri.
 "Oh, the pregnancy-transfer system!  Does it work?"
 "We've tried it on several of our pregnant laboratory mice.  We
transferred the litters
of two other mice into a third, who was already pregnant with a litter
of her own.  There was
no harmful effects to either the mothers or the fetal mice.  The
very-pregnant mouse didn't seem
to happy about it, though," Vic chuckled.  "After a few minutes, we
transferred the fetal mice
back to their own mothers, leaving the ones native to the that
mouse-womb where they belonged.
Again, I'm pleased to report that there were no harmful effects.  I'd
stake my career that the
process will be equally safe for human fetuses and mothers.  All we need
is a volunteer."
 Kerri rubbed her enormous middle thoughtfully.
 "Well," she said at last, "I guess I'm elected......."

 * * * * * * * * * * *

 Kerri kept repeating to herself in her mind that she was doing this to
save Dawn's
twins.  If they weren't placed within her womb, they would be born in
under two hours, and
likely succumb to the harmful effects of radiation that they would only
be safe from if
surrounded by the adult tissues of Kerri's womb.
 But she was still feeling anxious.
 It had been hard enough lately, being ten and a half months pregnant
with twins.  But
now she was going to have Dawn's twins, also at ten and a half months of
fetal development,
transferred through the fifth-dimension, into her womb.  Making her ten
and a half months
pregnant with Quadruplets!!
 And Dawn had said this would go on for three MORE months!!
 Kerri thought about being pregnant with quads from 10.5 months to 13.5
months.
 All the doors on the ship WERE extra-wide.  There WERE
industrial-strength handrails and
grips in all the rooms and corridors.  So she COULD still move around,
albeit with extreme
difficulty.  The plan WAS for her to remain confined to bed, but
everyone who knew her knew that
it would drive her stir-crazy.  They'd all be willing to accompany her
if she wanted to go
anywhere, but they also all knew how independent she was.  Even in such
a condition, they knew
she'd still try to get around on her own as often as she felt like it,
in spite of any amount of
discomfort or awkwardness.
 Rick strapped Kerri into the Receiver-Chamber of Vic's device, as Dan
strapped Dawn into
the Sender-Chamber.  Juanita cradled her own eight-months pregnant belly
in both hands as she
watched Vic calibrate the controls in preparation for the transfer.

 * * * * * * * * * * *

 It felt as if it were a dream.  In fact, it was very much like her
earlier dream, where
her belly continued to grow and grow.....
 She watched the outline of her swollen and bulbous midsection expand
like a balloon
being slowly inflated.  Across from her, she saw Dawn's abdomen getting
flatter and flatter at
the same rate.  But no water had broken.  Dawn wasn't giving birth.  Her
babies, their
placentae, and all that amniotic fluid was all being moved.  Not through
Dawn's birth-canal,
but through a small passage into a fifth-dimension.
 A similar passage, Kerri knew, was currently inside her own uterus.
And slowly, Dawn's
babies, their placentae, and all that amniotic fluid was re-entering our
dimension through that
passage.
 Kerri looked down at herself and watched.  She knew all the others were
watching her
too.  She was growing and growing, while Dawn's pregnancy was coming to
an end that didn't
involve childbirth, natural or otherwise.  She simply just wasn't
pregnant anymore......just
like that.  Whilst Kerri was now more pregnant than she had ever been in
all her life.
 Neither Kerri nor Dawn had to be unstrapped from their Chamber-Seats
when the procedure
was over.  Dawn's straps, which once fit snuggly over an enormous belly,
now hung loose about
her waist.  She stood, and they fell to the sides of the chair, down
past her legs.  She could
easily step out of them.  Dawn seemed suddenly disproportionate.  Her
Breasts had been preparing
enough Milk to feed twins for ten and a half months now.  Without her
pregnant belly below them
for support any longer, Dawn was now aware of just how cumbersome her
sizeable chest was going
to be!
 Kerri was Gigantic!  As she grew and grew, her straps had become
tighter and tighter.
The bigger she grew, the more the straps strained to hold together, but
as the last few gallons
of amniotic fluid rushed into her uterus from Dawn's, they began to
fray.  By the time the
transfer was complete, the straps, though they had tried their best to
hold together, had
snapped and flown across the room.
 Kerri slowly rocked forward in her seat, until most of the weight was
over her legs.
She strained to straighten her knees, to slowly rise to a standing
position.  Everyone in the
room could hear the structure of the console <CREAK> as she leaned
forward, the bulk of her
weight upon it.
 Each of the men moved forward to help her.  Without a word she shot a
glance at them
that silently told them she would not accept help.  At least not yet.
She knew it would be an
immense relief to let them take her to her quarters, but something made
her refuse the help.
 Without any spoken reply, they understood, and backed off.  She would
likely require
help just to get to a sitting position from laying down.  And in the
months that followed, she
would become more and more dependant.  As difficult as it was for her
now, it might be her last
chance to move under her own strength, completely unaided, for a long
time.  She wanted the
dignity of doing it.  Despite the difficulty she would have.
 They continued to watch her, from a distance that respected her
dignity, as she made
her way down the corridors and finally, almost an hour later, into her
quarters.
 Every part of her body wanted to collapse into her
very-comfortable-looking bed.  But
no.  She knew she would be spending the next few months in bed.  No
reason to get sick of it
any faster than she had too.  It would be awkward, trying to sit at her
desk, to fit in the
chair, but it would be the last time it would possible, much less
comfortable, in months.  To
sit and look out the window.  That would be something she wouldn't be
able to do again if she
didn't do it now, she thought to herself.
 "For who has any idea how big I'll be in a week?  To big even to sit up
in bed, maybe!
For all I know, I might be that big by morning!  Heck, maybe even an
hour from now!"
 After many unsuccessful tries, she gave up on trying to fit into her
chair, and simply
sat on the edge of her desk, her mammoth belly overhanging her knees,
and looked out into space.
 "Please," she prayed, "please let Phaedrus II be habitable."

 END PART II 